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BRETHREN EVANGELIST. 


Children's Department. 

MISS LOLUPOFS HOUSEKEEPIHG. 

Little Miss Lollipop thought she must help 
To wash up thedishesand towipe up theshelf, 

To brush off the table, and sweep up the floor. 
And clean off the stains from the paint on the 
door. 

She put on her apron and pulled up her sleeves — 
She didn't want to work, that was only make 
bel i e ve ; 
"For muzzers who've dot little chillens," said 
she, 
"Must have yittle housckeepers j dat's what l'U 
be." 

Little Miss Lollipop went thro' the room, 
Whisked the dust higb with the edge of the 
broom, 
Uroke the poor cup which she dropped on the 
floor, 
Left the paint twenty times worse than before. 

Splattered and splashed — but, oh could I chide 
The little heart swelling with sweet, helpful 
pride ? 

"For how would my muzzer be able" said she, 
"To get foo her work íf she didn't have me ?" 

Dearer the love in the sunny L•lue eyes 
Than the dust she is raising, which fades as it 
flies ;! 
Uetter to miss the best cup on the shelf 
Than to chill the dear heart which is giving it- 
self. 

Dear little Lollipop ! We are like you — 
Spoiling the work we are tryïng to do. 

But surely the Father who Joves us will heed, 
And take in his kindness, the will for the deed. 


Have you heard God's word ? Have you 
obeyed ? 


I0R THE LITTLE FOLKS. 
Last week we published several letters 
from the chiltlren in which they tried to 
guess what the two little giris were doing 
whose pictures are fmmd on the'first page 
uf Ottr Liitli Feies. None of the tu guess- 
ed qnite correetly. Try again. Look 
very closely at the picture anti see wheth- 
er you can't teli what the okler of the 
giris is doing. We shoukl like to have 
you write morè letters for your depart- 
ment in the Evanueust. You see we 
gtve you an entire page, but you must 
wríle soinething su that we can fill it. 
Let us have a few good letters for the next 
paper. 


Do you say you do nul know what to 
wrile about? Well, we will help you. 
Suppose you wrile abotit this story found 
in the Gospel of Jesús : 

Malthew and Luke teli about two nien, 
one of whom builthis house upon a rock 
and the other upon the saml. What is 
said of the ürst bnilder? What of the 
second ? Which fared the best? Why? 
Those who hear the com mami ments of 
Christ and do theui are like wbich bnild- 
er? Those who hear and obey ihem not 
are líke which builder ? Like which 
builder arc you? Are you a builder? 


Do you know the power and influence 
of kind words? Do you a/ways speak 
kind words ? Do kind acts? Why not? 
Will you please wrtte a letter and teli us 
why you get cross ? Here is what Eli 
Burritt says about kindness : 

There is no power of love so hard to 
get and keep as a kind voice. No power 
of love is morè mighty. A kind hand is 
but silent in its sympathy. Rough per- 
haps in itself, it may yet do the work of 
a soft touch. But there is no one thing 
that a loving heart so much needs as a 
sweet voice to teli what it means and feels. 

One must begin in youlh and be ever 
on the watch to get and keep a voice that 
shall speak at all times the thoughts of a 
kind heart. How often in yotith a harsh, 
sharp tone of voice is aequired that stirs 
up ill will and bitterness all th rough life ! 
Watch your voice day by day, as a pearl 
of great price. It will be worth morè to 
you in days to come than the best pearl 
hid in the sea. A kind voice is to the 
heart what light is to the eye. It is a Hght 
that sings as well as shines. , 


Can you do anything for Jesús ? Have 
you no talent ? So me very noted writer 
in speaktng to the children, said eachchild 
possess three talents : 

lonçues, that you must use to be cheerful 
and make those happy who are around 
you. Faces, that you must keep as bright 
as a new shilling, so that they may shine 
like new lamps in your homes, líamfs, 
that you must keep employed in useful 
wurk cheerfully done ; and if you spend 
your lives in doing these good things for 
the good of others you may be told at 
last: "Inasmuch as ye did it unto one ot 
the least of these, ye did it unto me." 


LITTLE DAVID. 

Do you want to know how our Dolly 
got the nickname of "David?" For no- 
body calls her anything now but "Little 
David." 

Dolly lives on a great wide plantation in 
the South, ten miles from village or post- 
office or shop, and the plantation has to 
have its own carpenter and black-smith 
and workmen. 

One day Dolly was missing from her 
mother's apron string, and a high and low 
search found her at last, in the smithy, 
busy "making shoes for papa's horsie." 

Kortunately the fi re was low and the 
irons coot, but it was not a safe place for 
the n.onkey, even then. She was very 
unwilling to givc up horse-shoeing, until 
papa said, "Why, David, you can't kill 
Goliath with Saul's armor on." 


"What makes you call me David, pa- 
pa ? I'm Dolly. " 

"l'U teli you about David as we go 
back to the house," said papa, and Dolly 
dropped the heavy hatnmer about an inch 
from her toes, and ran after hin. 

"David was one of God's little boys in 
the Bible," said papa, "and he had the 
job of killing a big, wicked giant. So 
Saul, the king, put his heavy coat on him, 
so thick that vou couldn't stick a sharp 
knife through it, and gave him his big 
sword, and said, 'Go ahead, David.' 

"But David stumbled around in the 
heavy coat, and dragged the sword on the 
ground, and he could not get along at all. 
So he took off the coat and sword, and 
gave them back to the king, and went out 
to meet the giant in his own boy-coat, 
with his sling in his hand and pebbles in 
his poc ket. 

"God went with him; and helped him 
to kill the wicked giant, and all the peo- 
ple shouted for joy and praised David. 
Now, little giri, when you try to work 
with Uncle Jacob's hammer and forge, 
you are like David with Saul's heavy coat 
on; you cari't kill any giants that way." 

"But I haven't any giants to kill, papa." 

"O, yes, you have," he said ; "mamma 
must teli you that part of the story ; you 
must kill your giant Laziness with a little 
needle, and a little broom, and a little 
duster, and a little book !" — Sunbcam, 


TEIFLE8. 

Turn to self-educatiun, and see how 
much trilles can do in the daily develop- 
ment. Ten minutes a day will accoru- 
plish much, when multiplied by three hun- 
dred. The few words learned in odd min- 
utes will give soon a new language. 

The pennies make dollars, and no one 
has truly learned to save who has not 
grasped the value of the silver change. 
One reason why the man with one talent 
failed was that it seemed so little, so use- 
less. He had as great possibilities as 
either one of those who had ftve and ten. 

T rifles ! The very word should not be 
used. Are there trilles in the world ? 
Has not each smallest rlower its mission 
and place ? Is not each grain of sand 
numbered? 

Can we define as a "triflc" in daily liv- 
ing any definite thing? No ; the routinc 
may seem composed of little things, but 
each one countsand has its value. A cup 
of cold wàter given in His name means a 
gift to the King, and he who k.nows and 
counts each hair of the head asks that we, 
each and every one, shall live the routine 
of life for him, and count nothing small 
or useless if done unto him. — Churchman % 


Pleasing God is pleasant work. 


